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The Qlory of Mortality 

MUSE that oft the hallowed harp hath strung 
To Heaven's sweet harmonious melody, 
Harp that so oft the lofty lay hath sung, — 
The Qlory of Mortal Immortality; 
O Singer on whose lips the honey hung 
Of future happiness and life to be ; 
Sweet Poet dwelling other worlds among, 
Painting a heaven like thy fair Italy, 
O earthly-sight-quenched Seer, whose heavenful tongue 
Found beauty but in Isles beyond the Sea ; 

O Echoing Souls that on the fancy flung, 

A fond-imagined, fleeting fantasy; 

O Rhapsody of Mystery that onward rung 

Till half the world caught up the symphony! 

Sweet Muse, and sacred throng that trod the ways 

Of hope and faith and heavenly mystery. 

Attend me, thou Immortals, while I raise 

In joy, and pride, and human ecstasy, 

One note of simple gladsome soulful praise 

To sing the Glory of Mortality! 




'HAT though there be no Heaven of fadeless joys 
No Hell of everlasting misery, — 
No life beyond our brief Mortality; 
What though we be not gods immortal born ; 
What mourning though our live^ be but a span 
Of measured time, set in eternity, — 
A little while to be, — forever not to be, 
Our souls a thought imprisoned and set freej 
What though the door of death may never break, 
What though the slumber dark may never wake! 



What though there be no Judge, no Judgement Day! 

No God enthroned to punish and reward I 

What though there reign no vast Intelligence 

Directing every atom to its place. 

Predestining the world and all Mankind ; 

Though thoughtless forces out of chaos build 

This universe of worlds harmonious, 

And Nature rudely recompenses all I 

What though blind chance creates and desolates. 

And wanton mars the beauty it creates! 



'HAT though this temple be but common clay, 
Built out of base and common elements! 
What though the woof whereon the soul is woven 
Into a web of forces delicate 
Be but a fabric whereon worms may feed! 
What though the Spirit, Aye ! the very Soul 
Be but a subtle form of energy. 
Evolving through the long millenniums 
Toward perfection, only to be drawn 
Into one source of being and destruction! 



What though our lives be but a moment of 

The little day allotted to our world ; 

What though the lives of all the mortal race 

Be but of one brief and unremembered scene 

Of that short act our cooling planet plays 

In the long drama of the Singing Spheres ! 

What though, all lost in gross infinity. 

Our Soul, our Spirit, but an ion be, — 

A breath of thrice refined energy! — 

A flame from chaos, foam from off the sea : 



fTILL,— To the Soul, the Soul is all in all, 
The Sun, the Light of a dark universe 
Which else were dead and void and meaningless! 
Life is as precious as the all that is. 
And sacred to the miracle of being I 
Its glory is. It lives ! It moves I It feels I 
It thinks ! It loves I O, Spirit wonderful, 
0, Matter glorified, etherealized, 
Self conscious of its own existence grown, — 
Most marvelous of Nature's miracles ! 



Does the sun see his glory, or the moon 
Enjoy the splendour of her silver sheen? 
Does the earth know its beauty or the sea 
Hear her loud roarings? Can the towering rocks 
Feel heaviness or sense the joy of power? 
Does the void sky its vastness comprehend, 
Or hear the stars the music of the spheres? 
Can the fruit taste his sweetness, or the rose 
Breathe her own fragrance, drink her honey dew? 
— Is aught in being but by Life and Thought? 



)HE power and majesty of human mind 
That masters all of nature's energy, 
Subdues the elements, earth, fire, sea, air, 
That dominates the world of lesser life. 
And consciousness, creation's complement, 
The living mirror of the universe. 
The bright awakening of gloomy night, 
The grand significance illuming all, — 
Proclain intrinsic value, pure and fine, 
A worthiness inherent, absolute. 



And though we drink one dew-drop of the sea 

Of time, yet to our reckoning we drain 

The ocean, aye ! a life-time, all the time 

The universe may have to us existence; 

A life-time of a thousand score of days. 

Of joy and sorrow, wonder, hope and fear. 

Desire and striving, victory, defeat. 

Love, pity, pride, ambition, honour, power; 

Aye I every passion, every fair delight 

That men attribute to a future state I 



fiHE joy of labour and delight of love, 
~ Fond revery of past felicity, 
And fonder hope of happy hours to come, — 
All these are ours in our mortality. 
With wordly pleasures flooding every sense: 
The beauty born of nature, and of art 
When the sublime imaginative mind, 
Expressing its sublimity and power, 
Adds use and beauty to the natural : 
Hear then the pleasures of Mortality! 



The sweetly wild and broken melodies 

Of heaven's plumed songsters, pouring forth 

Their souls into their kindred element ; 

The gentle zephyrs of new=coming spring, 

The breath of summer, autumn's sighing air. 

Wild winter's whirling wind, the howling gale ; 

The thunder of convulsing elements 

When angry cloud meet cloud, darts pronged fire 

And bursts with bellowing, the pouring rain 

That plays the same long comforting refrain ; 




fHE babbling brook, the rippling rivulet, 
- Thfi softly-gliding, silver-winding stream, 
The lashing, dashing torrent, flashing down 
The mountainside, storming the deep ravine. 
The slow majestic, placid valley-stream, 
Scarce flowing, wandering, meandering. 
Still murmuring to find its long lost sea; 
1 he lapping of the wave along the lake. 
The roar of ocean's billows as they break 
Overwhelming castle sands and coral strands. 



These are but nature's artless symphonies, 

Imperfect harmonies, but chance-born melodies; 

The mortal mind perfects the lovliest, — 

Gathers the notes of waters winds and seas. 

Fashions fantastic instruments of trees. 

To charm with mortal music mortal ear, 

And draws from f lowmg pipes and quivering strings 

A richer melody, a sweeter symphony, 

A more perfected, purer harmony. 

To sound the glory of mortality. 




fINQ silver strings I Awake the winds, ye pipes I 
Apollo's love=born lyre be never mute. 
Nor silent ever be thou, sacred lute ; 
Still softly sigh of love thou light guitar ; 
Make merry mandolin, and thou fair queen 
Of chorded strings, sing sweet= voiced violin; 
Play playful pipes of Pan, and flood the air 
Thou fluid flute of Faun, shriek shrilly fife 
Of war and strife, roll rumbling kettle-drums ; 
Clang, clash and clamour, brazen cymbals ring! 



But sweeter than all one°voiced instruments 
Of rushing air, thou pride of 5aint Cecelia, 
Thou thousand => throated, human instrument, 
Whose fingered keys release the struggling winds. 
Raise loud thy fully chorused choir, or aid 
The sweeter voice of him that fashioned thee; 
Let all unite in one grand orchestral 
Harmonic symphony in praises free, — 
Play on the passions of thy maker; all 
Awake and glorify mortality! 



fliESE are the pjeasant sounds that mortals hear, 
- The myriad musics filling mortal ear; 
But wake thy purer, fairer sense of sight, — 
Behold the dazzling beauties of the light I 
The gold and silver shafts of Phoebus' blaze 
Break into seven sparkling coloured rays, 
And all the earth reflects some lovely hue; 
A hundred varied shades of. growing green 
That nature loves to wear the most are seen, 
And in the sky and wave the softer blue; 



The golden-yellow orbs of night and day 
Reflect their splendour on the glassy sea;^ 
All autumn paints itself in flaming red; 
The sun sets mantled in a crimson bed, 
And rocky mountains lift their foreheads higher 
To catch the purple glow and ruddy fire; 
The stream of mortal life is crimson red ; 
The rosy blush on fire and flame is fed ; 
And all the happy tints to nature known 
Are painted on her field of flowers full-blown. 



ND pleasing as the wealth of varied hue 
^ Is ever changing form to mortal view: 
The sweeping arch of heaven's airy dome, 
The fleecy, foamy, floating vapours' home; 
The rounded hill, the towering castled rock, 
The broken, jagged, splintered mountain top; 
The forest's native unhewn pillar tall. 
With arching, spreading leafy capital; 
The grace and manifold variety 
Of foliated form in flower and tree. 

And lovlier than nature's gorgeous views, 

All nature's fairest forms and rarest hues 

Idealized, illumed in mortal art. 

And nature's beauty made of mortal use I 

Earth yields her bounteous gifts to mortal good : 

The forest flourishing unfostered, felled 

To foster man; the fertile prairie touched 

By magic share and many fingered harrow, 

All green beneath the showers of summer rain 

All gold 'neath autumn's sun with ripened grain; 




fHE rolling plains where countless cattle graze, 
— The quiet meadows and the foot-hills where 
The patient wool -clad flocks feed peacefully 
And yield their snowy fleece and willing lives 
To feed and clothe the shepherd of the world ; 
The native beauty of the mountain wild, 
Rich robed in cloak of many colours from 
The wealth within its heart ; the valley stream 
That leaps with helping hands, and fills the mind 
With pleasure in the art that saves man toil ; 

The myriad mighty cities man has reared. 

Like mountains rising, spreading like the plains. 

Where pathways meet or rivers greet the sea; 

Old ocean's liquid element o'erpassed, 

And all the earth encompassed by the swift 

Majestic conquerer of storm and wind ; 

All wordly time and space annihilate 

By silken web of living lightning chained; 

Humanity entwined for common good. 

Linked by the artsof man in brotherhood. 




iiAY more I The vaulted world cannot confine 
The pleasures and achievements of its Kins:, 
And worlds beyond his sight he conquers I Lo, 
The subtle waves of ether, luminous, 
That swift as lightning come their starry ways 
Through space unthought, from other worlds to ours, 
Are bent arid gathered, imaged and resolved 
By polished crystal sand and darkened tube. 
That they may flood the window of the soul 
And tell their story, aweful, wonderful! 



Worlds upon worlds innumerable I Beyond 

The farthest, others farther, farther, — lost I 

And every star a sun surpassing earth, 

As earth exceeds her silver orb of night ; 

And every sun aglow with heat,. that turns 

To vapour all the solid elements 

That form our firm set earth, makes clouds of rock 

And liquid lakes of metal's molten mass. 

Each element emitting rainbow hues 

To teach the. universe its. unity. 



»EHOLD these suns in clusters, fillins; space 
And making: mill«y-ways atliwart tlie dome, 
Where wander seven sisters round our sun, — 
And doubt ! that many a sun creates his family 
Of cooling: planets lilce our native sphere. 
And generous gives light and life like 5ol 
To his encircling offspring, peopled by 
Self-conscious beings like to mortal men. 
Our peers perchance, or our surperiors 
In powers, in pleasures and intelligence I 



Hold, hold thy flight and cease thy wandering 

In other worlds I Leave off thy glorying 

In the inhabitants of other spheres, — 

Mortality is glorious on Earth ! 

Tongue cannot name thy joys and triumphs here; 

Unbounded do thy conquests bold extend. 

High thoughts and deeds and merits yet remain 

Most laudable and all unlauded. Wake! 

Majestic Mortal Muse I Raise once again 

The lofty strain, to glorify Mortality ! 



fiHE joy of living in the flesh and blood, 
- Loving our kind and warring with the world, 
Contending for the planet's mastery; 
The grace, the beauty of our human form. 
The wondrous structure of our mortal frame, — 
Life's masterpiece in Nature's gallery, 
Descendant of a noble ancient line. 
The crowning glory of her handiwork I 
The fine perfection of each avenue 
Of sense, of delicacy exquisite! 



The proud nobility of intellect 

That countless ages formed, interpreting 

The beauties and the wonders of the world. 

Reproving and transforming nature's gifts 

Into utility and nobler art; 

The love of learning and the rapture of 

Rethinking noble thoughts of master minds; 

The ecstasy of knowledge new attained ; 

The contemplation of life's mystery, 

That seeks to solve the secret of the soul I 



fHESE ! are the joys of this our mortal life, 
- The attributes of our humanity! 
These are the earth-born qualities that loud 
Proclaim the splendour and nobility, 
The power, the glory of mortality! 
Let fancy soar, imagination wander free, — 
What added grace and grandeur to mortality 
Can everlasting life and the monotony 
Of everlengthening eternity. 
Lend to the glory of mortality! 

Let Nature in her loved variety. 
Pursue her fixed and universal course 
Of birth and life and death, nor selfishly 
Desire our individuality 
To live and think through all eternity I 
Let others come our immortality to be. 
Our childrens' children, worthier than we. 
Who, happier, nobler for our being, joyfully 
Shall live and sing through Earth's eternity 
The ever growing glory of Mortality! 








